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the price, that is. You can't expect to drink gold at a copper
a time. But I'm not like the fellow down the road who makes
water in the wine, and says it helps the maturing."

**I knew a man," said a gladiator with the end of his nose
cut off, "who sold the best wine I ever drank, and he made
his stuff good by keeping a frog in the cask/'

" There's a certain amount of truth in that," said the land-
lord, nodding his head wisely. "But a frog isn't necessary;
and if it dies on you, it means bad luck."

Lucius drank deep. The gladiators accepted him without
concern, though noting his rich-looking tunic; but they were
used to the company of young bloods. They started arguing
about the merits of the latest trainer and joking about his
strict ways. How long would it take him to find out they'd
slipped across the road for a drink ? Lucius went on drinking.
Why had he come? But, worse than that question was the
other: Could he ever go back to the house in the Garinse?
Now that Fulvia had offered herself, he couldn't keep his
emotions muffled up any longer. Damn the woman. But he
couldn't face Marcus if he took her. Something would have
to snap inside him. The tension was getting worse; his head
burned fearfully, as if his scalp was lifting off.

One of the men talked about a girl who admired him to
distraction, a mime-actress named JSsea, with cheeks as red
as paint and breasts like pears.

"I know her," said Lucius, jerkily. He had never heard
of the girl before. "I slept with her last night."

"You're a liar," said the gladiator. "You're so crooked
you couldn't spit straight."

"Tell her to have her toe-nails cut," scoffed Lucius, "Or
you'll have to take your sword to bed to keep things even."

"Shut up," said the man, angrily, a little uneasy at quarrel-
ling with a social superior; he might only earn a fbgging if
complaints were laid. "I won't have her talked about and
laughed at. She's a good girl, and I don't care who knows it/'

Lucius stared into the man's face insolently. "O you*re
the fellow she spoke of." The man was a tough easterner
with flatfish face and nostrils, "She said she sat on your face
in the dark, and that's why your nose stopped growing."

With a howl of rage the man sprang up, forgetting all about